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press headquarters at Bar-le-Duc. From there it went on the
telegraph to Paris, and thence by cable to New York. Almost
as promptly as if it had come from Pittsburgh, it was printed
in the New York Tribune*
And after that, in Berlin, I escaped mobbing by a small
margin for wearing the American uniform too soon after the
Armistice.
Moreover, aside from such reportorial experiences in a
hectic world, I would not wish to be deprived of many associ-
ations with certain members of the reportorial clan, some of
the finest clay this old earth has produced. It has even been
enlightening to hobnob occasionally with some of the worst.
Not for anything, during the 1928 convention of the Re-
publican party in Kansas City, would I have missed a slap on
the back in the crowded lobby of the Meuhlebach Hotel. That
slap came from Idaho. Its donor, an erstwhile American
lieutenant, sitting down with me there, thrust me back with
him into the Argonne, finally turning me loose under the
shadow of Fort Ehrenbreitstein on the Rhine. Then we talked
politics, for he was an alternate delegate to the convention.
Both at Kansas City and at the Houston conventions it
would have been sad to have missed sidling off to odd corners
with any of a score of men who could talk over old times in
various latitudes or longitudes. When some succulent news
bone draws the fraternity to the picking—little matter where
—some of the faces seem strangely out of place.
Here, in Kansas City, was Ernest Hemingway from Paris,
recalling days at Genoa, Lausanne, Cannes, and Paris. Here,
too, was Junius "Wood from Moscow, who had come via
Siberia and the Orient to report American politics. Here,
also in the environment of American politics, was Richard
Law, son of the late Bonar Law of England, a reporter from
the London Morning Post.

